T4LES OF DESTINT

drowning of my wife. Unless by the morrow I made
signs of submission by taking the road to Perish*
tapur, there to surrender the Ganapati, it would
assuredly be upon myself that the sword of fate
would next descend.

" That very night of the funeral, after securely
barricading the outer gates of the house, I locked
myself in the treasure chamber. Not a servant had
remained in the home upon which the curse of God
had descended; even the two women slaves had fled
in the dusk of the evening, gone, I knew not whither,
and now I little cared. My surviving wife and chil-
dren, tiny infants, a girl and a boy, were asleep in an
inner room; I had glanced at their slumbering forms
when passing to the corridor that led to the secret
doorway.

" I lost no time in beginning my preparations for
departure. First of all I unlocked my strong box, and
drew therefrom a small sack of gold mohurs, and
another of gold pagodas, also sundry family jewels,
armlets and necklets of gold, gemmed rings, and
other trinkets of price. All these I tied tightly in a
cotton cloth, forming a package that I could con-
veniently and without undue attention carry at my
saddle-bow or in my hand. The bags of silver money,
likewise the store of silver bangles, I would leave
behind; they were cumbersome, and moreover they
would serve to meet the necessities of my wife and
children during our period of severance.
" Then I turned to the Ganapati, and after swathing
him as before in the cotton quilt, so as to deaden the
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